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A LOSS OF VIRGINITY
'EFORE dinner young Wazemmes went to the public baths in the rue du Baigneur, which had long been well known throughout Montmartre. Sometimes in the streets of the neighbourhood you still met the van of this establishment which provided baths at home, with its bathtub and its red copper cauldrons, lined with tin. This was a cure for a very sick man, or a luxury for a very sybaritic one. Loungers used to watch the van stop, the vermilion bathtub disappear into a hall-way, and then the cauldrons of steaming water attached to the two ends of a wooden support, which the attendant swung straight up on to his shoulder, like a strong man at a fair.
Wazemmes did not refuse either the scented soap which was on sale at the entrance or a turkish towel. But he had the feeling that " April Smile " or any other artifice of that kind had become superfluous.
By eight-forty his housekeeping work was finished, and his toilet was accomplished. He left his uncle Miraud's.
He might have gone straight to the rue Ronsard. But he found it a smart idea to take a little revenge, and a shrewd one; to make her wait for him. What suggested so precocious a ruse to him ? His own instinct ? Something he remembered having read ? Anyhow, the reverse side of this roguishness was a dread. He was afraid that this rendezvous would escape him. like the others ; and it seemed to him that he would be making himself less ridiculous in proportion as he was in less of a hurry towards his disappointment
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